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directly of the wife committed a grave infraction of the code
and serious trouble would certainly ensue.
To ask an Eskimo to lend you his wife is a thing so natural
that no one will hesitate to put the question in a crowded igloo
within hearing of half a dozen others. It does not so much as
break the thread of conversation, and the husband will say yes
or no, according to his momentary mood, with entire casuahaess.
The rest takes place as casually as the demand itself. Evening
comes, conversation in the igloo will be running on about the
usual topics — hunting, fishing, dogs, sleds. There will be tea
and laughter; and when the moment arrives to go to bed — a
moment indicated by certain signs such as the dying of the
candle, the exhaustion of the tobacco tin, the prodigious jaw-
cracking yawns, a happy digestion —the husband will slip
peacefully into his krepik, his deerskin bag, while his wife lets
herself down into yours. And the presence of the husband in
the same igloo need not intimidate you: he knows nothing of
jealousy and is asleep before you have settled yourself in the
company of his wife.
It is inconceivable to the Eskimo that we do not do the same.
One of my friends, a Hudson's Bay Post Manager, was about
to be married; his fiancee was on her way to join him at his
Post. He was very popular among the Eskimos, and his forth-
coming marriage was a great subject of comment among them.
A native said to him:
'When your wife is here, will you trade her with the other
white men?'
*We don't do that,5 the Post Manager said with a laugh.
'Why not?' asked the astonished Eskimo. There's no harm
in it. A wife doesn't wear out. When I get mine back she is
always as good as she was before.'
It might seem from this that the native woman lived al-
together in a state of abject inferiority to the male Eskimo, but
this is not the case. What she loses in authority, as compared
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